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CUAITER XXVI.
Despite his resolution to appear brave,

Kredge uttered a terrible cry.
"It's a lie! It's a lie! I know noth-

ing about John Oakburn's murder!" he
said.

Paxton answered calmly.
"We know where you were every mo-

ment on the night of the murder, and
look here!"

Thus speaking, th- - detective suddenly
drew from his pocket the coin-ba- g which
he had found in the closet of Kredge's
apartment.

"Do you recognize this, Levi?" he
asked, holding the bag up for Kredge's
inspection.

The prisoner's knees shook, and there
was an awful expression of terror on his
evil face.

"Ah, I see you do recognize this money-
bag. Shall I tell you where it came
from? It was in John Oakburn's little
private safe until the night before his
murder. Since Oakburn's murder I
found this coin-ba- g in your room. You
see, Levi, denial is useless.-- The proof
is overwhelming."

"You jeering devil!" cried Kredge.
suddenly leaping up from the couch on
the side of which he had been seated.

It seemed that in the agony and mad-
ness of the moment he was about to at-

tack the detective.
Paxton did not recoil, but his glitter-

ing, steely eyes met the prisoner's blaz-
ing orbs, and involuntarily Kredge sank
back cowed by the power of the detect-
ive's gaze.

"Look here, Paxton," he said pres-
ently, with a desperate effort at calm-
ness. "You have me In a tight place,
I'll admit, but I didn't kill Oakburn, I
swear I didn't; I'll take my oath I'm in-

nocent, even on the gallows."
To the detective's mind there returned

the memory of the conversation he had
overheard between Judith and the jani-ito- r,

when the former said she believed
Levi had nothing to fear in consequenco
of Oakburn's minder, because he was
not guilty.

The detective thought Judith was sin-
cere in thinking thus, but the janitor's
flight andall Paxton's clews seemed to
indicate the fellow's connection with the
crime.

"It is folly for you to thus protest
your Innocence. Your only hope is in a
confession, Paxton said.

"I tell you, once and for all, I havo
not John Oakburn's blood on my hands,"
replied the janitor, again repeating his
denial.

"Then it is useless to waste time with
you; the law must take its course. But,
by the way, Levi, where did you get the
ten thousand dollars you thought of in-

vesting in Newburgh real estate?" asked
Paxton.

The janitor's jaw fell. He tried to
speak, but only an inarticulate sound
emanated from his lips. Ho was mo-
mentarily stricken dumb, it seemed, by
this sudden revelation that the detective
knew what ho must have regarded as a
profound secrot.

Paxton saw the Impression ho had
made, and he followed it up.

"You little dream how well informed
I am regarding your private affairs,
Levi," he said.

"I don't know what you mean. I am
a poor man. I never had any money,"
answered Kredge, at last.

"I know all about that. But tell me,
what have you done with Marion Oak-burn- ?"

"I know nothing about the girl. How
should I?"

"Look here, Levi, your lies are wast-
ed. I am the man who attempted to
rescue Marion Oakburn from Malvin's
Hotel. Now, mark my words, you in-

fernal scoundrel, if that poor girl is
harmed in any way, I shall exact a fear-
ful retribution."

Levi shuddered, but ho protested his
entire ignorauco regarding Marion's
whereabouts.

Paxton could not prolong this inter-
view further, and he believed he had
made an impression on the mind of the
wretch which would result as he desired.

The detective counted upon Kredge's
Bending for his sister Judith, and im-
ploring her to save him by the revela-
tion which we know she had informed
him she could make.

When Kredge found himself alone,
after Paxton's departure, he gave vent
to his thoughts in these words:

"If Judith fails me, it is either hang-
ing or a long term of imprisonment.
But I can save myself from the gallows
if it comes to that, I think, at the cost of
a confession which will surely condemn
me for years."

What was the meaning of this?
Could it bo that there was some secret
of this dark mystery which no man sus-
pected locked in the heart of Levi
Kredge?

Half an hour later, as the guard pass-
ed his ceil, Levi Kredge called to him
through the grating of his cell door.

"What's the row?" demanded the
prison guard, rudely.

"I want to send a message to my sis-ter- r.

I'll pay you to deliver it," answer-
ed the prisoner.

"All right," said the guard.
Just then voices, and the sound of

several persons' footsteps were heard,
and Levi recognized the voice of Judith,
who was one of the party.

"My sister is coming, and so I will not
trouble you to take a note," said Levi,
and the guard moved on muttering at
the loss of a fee.

Judith had come to visit her brother,
and a turnkey who was escorting the
party of visitors of which she was a
member, admitted her to Levi's cell, and
brother and sister were left alone.

"Oh, my affectionate brother; you can
be friendly enough when you are in
trouble, can,'t you. I knew you'd be
captured when you left Oakburn's last
night," she said.

"What do you mean? I have not call-

ed at Oakburn's since I fled?" said Levi
la amazement.

An axnianation ensued, and great wan

Judith's wrath when she understood
how the detective had deceived her.

"But to business!" cried Levi, inter-
rupting her as she was heaping maledic-
tions on Paxton's devoted head. "I am
in deadly peril. I am accused of John
Oakburn's murder, and the detective
has a terrible array of circumstantial
evidence to bring against me."

"What is his evidence?"
Kredge enumerated the points Paxton

had mentioned in support of his accusa-
tion with two exceptions. He omitted
to mention the .'coin-ba- g which had been
found in his apartment, and the ten
thousand dollars.

"I am in mortal dread. This evidence
will hang me, I fear, unless you can save
me. You said you could. You told me
you could name the assassin. Will you
do so? Will you save me, Judith?" in
conclusion, Levi said, earnestly.

xes; I mean to get you out of this
difficulty."

"I'll not forget you if you do."
"The time has come when I must re

veal who the guilty one Is," said Judith.
They continued to converse for some

time, but when Judith finally left him
Levi was more reassured and hopeful.

"Judith really believes she knows the
assassin. She will save me. But she
does not even suspect the truth," mut-
tered Kredge, when he was alone.

That very morning Paxton had caused
the city to be flooded with notices offer-
ing a reward for any information as to
the whereabouts of Marion Oakburn.

When Judith left Levi's cell and took
her departure from the prison she saw
and read with seeming interest one of
Paxton's reward notices.

Judith had resolved not to delay in
making the revelation which she be-
lieved would result in exculpating her
brother, and she proceeded directly to
Paxton's office.

At the detective's office Paxton him-
self, Stanmore and Stuart Harland were
in council when Judith Kredge appeared.

At the sight of the janitor's sister
Paxton anticipated the motive of her
visit, and he felt an exultant thrill
traverse his nerves.

"I am Judith Kredge, as you doubtless
know, and I have something important
to toll about John Oakburn's murder,"
said the woman, abruptly.

"We shall be glal to receive any in-
formation," replied Paxton, calmly.

Stuart Harland was very much ex-
cited, and Stanmore showed his emotion.

"I have always been devoted to Marion
Oakburn, and I havo loved her and
served her faithfully for many years.
For her dear sake I would cheerfully
make any personal sacrifice," began
Judith.

"You loved her so well you even con-
sented to take care of all her money for
her, iaxton commented, sneenngly.

Judith looked frightened, for she had
not suspected Paxton had the knowl-
edge his words Implied.

She did not resume her statement un-
til Paxlon said:

"If you know anything to help your
brother's cause, or to explain the mur-
der mystery, do not delay in making it
known. I assure you Levi's neck is in
danger."

Then Judith continued:
"Much as I love Marion, when It

comes to choose between her and my
own flesh and blood, nature rules. Had
not Levi been wrongfully arrested, and
did not circumstances unjustly awaken
a suspicion against him, I would not
now betray my dear Marion."

"What do you mean, woman?" thun-
dered Stanmore.

"Patience! patience!" admonished
Paxton.

Judith Kredge did not heed Stanmore's
excited words.

She continued calmly:
"To shield Marlon Oakburn, I have

kept a terrible secrot. To save my own
brother I will confess it." She paused,
and there, was a moment of breathless
silence.

Stuart was on his feet, and he seemed
to await the woman's next words with
such anxiety as only one in his situation
could feel. He thought her revelation
might be his own vindication.

"How shall I say It? I know who
killed John Oakburn," Judith went on.

"Who is the assassin? The name!
the name!" demanded Paxton, eagerly.

"Marion Oakburn! She killed her
own father," said the woman.

Stanmore sprang to his feet, and
scarcely knowing what he did in the ex-

citement of the moment he seized Judith
by the arm, as he hissed:

"It's a lie! an infamous He!"
" You are a brave man to insult a wom-

an," retorted Judith; Stanmore's face
flushed, and realizing his conduct he re-

leased her.
CHAPTER XXVII.

"Mr. Stanmore, you forget yourself,"
said Paxton, and then to Judith Kredge:

"Go on, give us the proof of this in-

credible accusation of yours."
"I will tell you all," replied the wom-

an. "On the night of the murder I was
ill, and I left my room at about 1 o'clock
and went to Marion's room to procure
some medicine. To my surprise Marion
was not in her room. I heard a sound
below, and looking over the rail at the
head of the stairs I saw Marion come
out of the office with a pistol in one
hand and a sheet of paper covered with
writing in the other. I watched her and
saw her steal up the stairs and enter her
room where she concealed the pistol in
the bottom of her trunk, and it is there
now.

"After that she came to my room, and
with pretended anxiety about her father
induced me to go down to the office,
where we found the old man dead. Now
you know why I think Marion Oakburn
is guilty."

Thus concluded Judith Kredge.
"It is all a clever invention, no doubt,

and if there is a pistol in Marion Oak
burn's trunk I suspect you put it there,
said Paxton.

"This is no more than I might have
anticipated," answered Judith, with an
injured air.

While she was making her revela-
tion, Stuart Harland was intensely agi-
tated.

Thus far he had kept the secret that
he had seen Marion leave the office on
the night of the murder.but now since the
trmth was revealed by the janitor's sis-
ter he felt that it was bis duty t relate
what be knew.

"One moment, Mr. Paxton, I believe
you are too hasty. I, too, have con-

cealed a certain item of knowledge
regarding this crime, because I did not
wish to bring suspicion and disgrace
upon one whom I believe to be innocent,
despite the evidence of my own sight,
from my knowledge of her character,"
E&id Stuart Harland.

"This is becoming interesting," said
Paxton.

"Do you confirm this woman's story?"
demanded Stanmore.

"Listen, sir," answered Stuart, and
then he went on to relate how on the
night of the murder, as he was leaving
'the house just after the crime must have
been committed, he saw Marion step
out of the office with a paper in one
hand, and something from which the
light glinted as though it might have
been reflected from a polished metallic
surface in the other.

He also told how frightened Marion
looked, and how she had fled up the rear
stairs.

In conclusion he said:
"After all, I have so much confidence

in Marion, as I have said, that I be-
lieve there is some explanation of her
conduct yet to be made which will
leave us all without doubt of her inno-
cence."

As Stanmore listened to Stuart Har-land- 's

story he uttered a groan and
burled his face in his hands.

Both Stuart and Paxton regarded
him wonderingly, and they asked them
selves:

"What is Marion Oakburn to Mr. Stan-
more?"

As Stuart concluded, Stanmore arose
and he looked as though the room was
stifling him, as though he could not
breathe, and he went out reeling like a
drunken man.

"Have I done right in telling all this?"
asked Stuart of Paxton.

"You have. Justice demands that all
possible light should be cast upon this
case," answered the detective.

Judith Kredge seemed delighted at
Stuart's unexpected confirmation of her
statement.

"Now you will believe me!" she cried.
"Yes, we believe your statement that

you saw Marion Oakburn as described,
but wo do not yet admit her guilt as
proven," answered Paxton.

"If more evidence is wanted, it is fur-
nished by her flight. She ran away be-
cause she becamo alarmed and feared
she would be arrested," continued "Ju-

dith.
"And so you are guilty of compound-

ing a felony, Miss Judith," said Paxton
suddenly.

"I I don't comprehend."
"I presume not. Let me refresh your

memory. Marion Oakburn " bribed you
to keep it a secret that you saw her
leave tho office on the night of the mur
der."

"No! No!"
"I know it is true. You wrung the

last dollar she possessed from that poor
girl, and I also suspect you compelled
her to give you her jewelry. "

"It is false."
"We have a facnlty for making discov-

eries. I know all about your bank ac-
count, and I have seen Marlon Oak-
burn's locket which was pawned by
you."

"I deny it."
"It will do you no good to deny what

we can prove. It is a criminal offense
to compound a felony, or in other words
to conceal a crime. If you expect any
mercy at my hands, truthfully answer
my questions. Do you know where
Levi was at the time of the murder?"

"No, sir," answered Judith.
"Do you inow where Marion Oak-

burn is?"
"No."
Paxton reflected for a moment in this

wise:
"Since she has a powerful motive in

seeking to place the crime on some one
besides her brother, were it not that
Stuart Harland has confirmed her story,
I should not credit it. And yet if Ma-

rion Oakburn is innocent, why did she
bribe Judith to keep her secret?"

Presently he said to Judith:
"We will accompany you home. I

want to see the pistol you say is con-
cealed In Marion Oakburn's trunk."

Judith assented.
As they were leaving tlie office, Stan-

more and being informed of
their contemplated visit to Oakburn's
apartment, he accompanied them.

Upon their arrival at the house, Judith
led the way directly to Marion's room,
and the others followed her.

Entering Marion's apartment, Judith
said, pointing to a trunk:

"Search for yourselves:"
The trunk was locked, but Paxton

forced the lid, and in a moment he dis-
covered a strange-lookin- g pistol of large
caliber at the bottom of the trunk.

It was indeed the very weapon that
Marion Oakburn concealed there on the
night of the murder.

Eagerly Paxton examined it.
"It'is an air pistol," he said in a mo-

ment.
Then producing the large peculiar

shaped bullet which had caused John
Oakburn's death he added:

"Now for the supreme test. If this is
the pistol from which the shot that killed
Oakburn was discharged, this bullet
will fit it."

Then he tried the bullet In the pistol.
There was no longer a doubt.
The bullet fitted the pistol perfectly.
" We have found the weapon with which

Oakburn was killed," said Paxton, now
fully convinced on this point.

"I told you so," said Judith, triumph-
antly.

"This is all a conspiracy. If Marion
Oakburn was guilty, common prudence
would have told her not to leave the
pistol behind when she left her home,"
said Stanmore.

"Assuming that she was abducted, she
had no opportunity to secure the pistol
and take it with her," said Paxton.

The detective made a further search
of the room.

He hoped to make further discoveries.
But his quest was not rewarded.
On the hearth, however, he noticed a

heap of ashes, where it seemed a mass,
of letters had recently been consumed.

There was nothing further to be ac-
complished in the apartment, it seemed,
and so the detective and his companions
withdrew.

Before he left the house Paxton said
to Judith:

"Mark me, woman, you are at my
mercy, and if you attempt to interfere
with my effort to get at the truth of this
murder mystery, you will be called to
answer to the charge of compounding a
felony. Who knows but you might be
suspected of being Marion Oakburn's
accomplice, if she is guilty?"

On the street without the house tho
three men separated.

Paxton continued on alone in the di-

rection of his office.
He chanced to enter a little aotioa

a near Garxiaon'g office, whan a Ut--1

tie near sighted old man and his wife
alone attended to the wants of their cus-
tomers.

The detective made the small pur-
chase which was the reason for his call,
an d in payment for the same he was
obliged to tenaer a twenty-doll- ar note.

In change, besides gome smaller ones,
he received a ten-doll- ar greenback.

Paxton was folding the bank note to
place it in his pocket-boo- k, when he
made a discovery that was a complete
surprise. He saw the bill was marked
precisely like the money which had dis-
appeared from Garrison's office on the
night of the murder.

Paxton concealed tho excitement this
discovery naturally occasioned him,
and, by dint of skillful inquiries, he
succeeded in eliciting the information
that the marked bank note had been re-
ceived from Marion Oakburn, who fre-
quently made purchases at the little
shop.

"How is it that you are able to say
positively from whom you received this
particular note?" asked the detective,
when the little old shop-keep- had told
him he had it from Marion.

"Because when I received it I gave it
to my wife, and this morning I bor-
rowed it back from her. She will tell
you the same. Is It not so, Sarah?" an-
swered the little old man.

Thus appealed to the aged shopkeep-
er's wife at once confirmed her husband.

Paxton left the shop with his mind
burdened with this new source of per-
plexity.

"Tho case grows stronger and stronger
against Marion. When shall I get at
the real truth of the affair when shall
I know who murdered tho old cashier?"
he said in monologue.

Paxton was seated In his office that
same night when a messenger boy called
and delivered a note, which tho detect-
ive hastily read and as ho perused it he
seemed to be somewhat excited.

"This matter must be looked to at
once!" he exclaimed, and he hurriedly
left the office.

Paxton went directly to Judith Kredge,
whom he found at the apartments lately
tenanted by John Oakburn and his
daughter.

He had received a surprising com-
munication from the woman, but he sus-
pected a plot, and he was on his guard.

The detective was about to hear a
disclosure which he most desired, and
Judith Kredge had resolved upon a bold
move. A crisis was impending.

TO BE COMISCED.J

Athletic Maidens.
A snow-sho- e competition for ladles

was lately held by the Christiania
Snow-Sho- e Club. The interesting
event took place on a hill which not
many years ago was considered a very
difficult one for men, but the fair
snow-sho- e runners did wonderfully
well. They not only compassed the
descent without staves or poles but
even insisted upon a hop being added.
The request was complied with, and
they had not, as it turned out, over
valued their powers in this respect,
the hop was cleared in the best style.
Three prizes were awarded, and a
dance brought the day to a close.

Russian Restriction.
In Russia a child 10 years of age

cannot go away from home to school
without a passport. Servants and
peasants cannot go away from where
they live without a passort. A gen-

tleman residing at St. Petersburg or
Moscow cannot receive the visit of a
friend who remains many hours with-
out notifying the police of his ar-

rival, as the case may be. The por-

ters of all houses are compelled to
make returns of the arrival and de-
parture of strangers. And for every
one of the above passports a charge
is made of some kind.

The Coming- - Fruit Country.
Oregon fruit-grower- s say that Ore-

gon is to be the greatest fruit-growi-

State of the Union. One fruit
expert says- - that Italian prunes
grown in the Willamette Valley are
superior to those grown in Italy.
The climate, he says, is like the great
fruit region of Asia Minor. One
grower has planted about 15,000
prune trees in 150 acres in the Willa-
mette, and it is-- said that prunes and
other fruits are being planted in
thousands of other farms. That
part of the State promises to be a
vast fruit orchard in the near future.

imprortng Honey.
Honey could be immensely im-

proved by the planting of the flowers
known to yield a fine flavored nectar.
Everyone knows the difference in the
quality of the comb contents in dif-

ferent parts of the same country and
in different regions- - The Narbonne
honey obtains its line flavor by being
harvested chiefly from labiate plants,
such as rosemary, etc.r and though it
appears that the Maltese honey does
not, as is often stated, owe its fine
aroma to orange blossoms, the latter
undeniably perfumes Greek honey.

Must Il a Sprinter.
In Singapore the bridegroom must

secure his bride in a race, and this
custom of bride-chasin- g is quite com-

mon throughout southern and east-
ern Asia. In Singapore a circular
course is marked out, half of which
is traversed by the maiden incum-
bered only with a waistband ere the
word is given for the would-b- e pos-

sessor to go in pursuit, in the hope of
overtaking her before she has thrice
compassed the circle: that achieved,
she has no choice but to take the
victor for her lord.

limit Is Ancient.
Dr. Schliemann found bits of glass

in his excavations at Mycenae, though
Homer does not mention it as a sub-

stance known in his time. The most
eminent Egyptologists place the date
of the first use of glass at a period
too remote to be given in years.

An Old Woman.
Letitia Cox, who died at Bybrook,

Jamaica, in 1838, claimed and
brought evidence to prove that she
was 160 yours old at the time of her
death.

Patents.
Three-quarte- rs of the entire manu-

facturing capital of the United
States, or $6,000,000,000, is directly
or indirectly owed upon patents.

SCOOPED ALL ITS RIVALS.
now a .Leak Was Stopped la a Ceaatry

Telephone Office.
"Maybe you fellows think there is

no journalism outside of the great
cities," said the new reporter, who
had just come from one of the small
cities of the central part of the State.
"But you're wrong. In the town
where I lived last we used to have
journalism enough to run a college
school of the profession. Why, there
were less than 20,000 people in the
place and yet we had five dailies,
three of them morning papers.
Wasn't that journalism? To be sure
the best paper depended rather on
who had the best 'stand-i- n' with the
night policemen six of them in the
town than on any newspaper in-

stinct, but the work had to be all
done, and each office had a regular
Poo Bah who did it all.

"Two of the morning papers .were
old timers, one independent and the
other Democratic, and I was playing
Poo Bah that season for the latter.
All was not pleasant between us and
our loathsome contemporary, and
when the Kepublican party leaders
started a third, with imported talent
to run it, the plot thickened. We
were in all things friendly with the
new sheet and both were gown on the
independent brothers. The organs
of the Democracy and Republicanism
used to swap news at all times and
devoted their columns to mutual ef-

forts to 'scoop' the other people.
"It became a habit to exchange

late news by telephone, but time after
time some hint of our expected item
would reach the Morning Mugwump
and they would ljave the story as
fully as did we. At last we made up
our minds that the central office of
the telephone company leaked the
news, and this became a certainty
when the reporter of the opposition
paper was seen to escort to the the-
ater the night telephone girl. We
must prove it and have her official
scalp.

"Coming in with a blare of trum-
peted promise, the new daily, our Re-

publican friend, was at that time
taking a condensed telegraph service
from Chicago, and the telegraph office
was kept open solely for it, closing at
about 2 a. m. when their work was
ended. The other two of us supplied
our readers with telegraph matter in
stereotyped plates shipped from Chi-
cago at 9 o'clock the previous evening
and reaching us each morning at 3
o'clock. So we had no telegraphic
communication with the outside
world.

"One night at 2:30, according to
previous arrangement, my friend who
occupied a corresponding position on
the Republican paper; called me upby
telephone. 1 went to the 'phone and
asked what was wanted. He said:

" 'I want to give you the biggest
piece of news for an age. Blaine is
dead!'

"Of course, I expressed horror and
proper appreciation of the news fea-
ture, and he told me the story as ar-
ranged. It was at a night meeting
of the cabinet on some crisis of state;
Blaine and Harrison had first dis-
agreed, then quarreled, and suddenly
Blaine had been stricken with apo-
plexy, dying in the White House two
hours later.

"Well, he repeated the storv for
me to take careful notes, said that
they were giving it a 'scare' head in
the first column, and gloated over
the rage of our mugwump enemy
when he would be surprised in the
morning. I thanked him and we
rung off.

tkThat morning I did not go to
bed until the Daily Mugwump was-
on the street. I grabbed for a copyr
and on the first page with a 'scarer
head I saw the story just as it had
been telephoned, in all its harrowing
details The plan had worked and
the telephone girl must go. The
two- papers in league sent each a rep-

resentative to the manager of the
exchange with the story, the night
girl was called up, and of course she
had to confess.

"When that great piece of news
went over the wire she knew it would
not do to let her sweetheart be
scooped,5" so she had taken careful

notes and immediately sent the mat-
ter in to the Mugwump. There was
no way by which they could tele-
graph to obtain either a denial or a
confirmation, so the' had to risk it.
The telephone girl was dismissed, two
morning and two evening dailies de-

voted themself to making life miser-
able for their mugwump contempo-
rary, and the wires leaked no more
when messages went back and forth
between us and our friends, the
enemv.

"Isnt that journalism?"

KvU Effects of Tobacco.
Chauncey M. Depew was once a

slave to the use of tobacco, a habit
learned in college, where many bad
as well as good habits have been ac-

quired. He wanted the strongest
cigars, and a good many of them. It
was twenty years before he would ac-

knowledge the injury he was inflict-
ing upon himself. One day, taking a
cigar from his pocket with the view
of lighting it, it suddenly occurred to
him with great force that he was a
jlave of a very bad habit He then
recognized, as never before, that he
was getting heavy-minde- d and dull
intellectually, and that he coveted
the effects of the nicotine more than
he ever coveted political or pro-

fessional honors. With these thoughts
before him he said to himself, "This
has gone far enough," at the same
time throwing the cigar into the
street, and from that day to this he
has not smoked. Mr. Depew thinks
if he had not stopped at the time he
did the habit would have absolutely
mastered him. To this may be added
that there are more young men in
college now who let. tobacco alone
than there were when Mr. Depew was
a college student. The greater inter

;;?.r

est in athletics has led to this. Ex-
perience shows that the devotee to to-

bacco cannot compete with the ab-

stainer; he is less of a man. What
does he go to college for? To become
more of a man, and so he must ab-

stain from those habits which defeat,
to some extent, the very object of a
college course. Herald of Health.

One Uundred Thousand LllUs la Oa
Field.

This is a sight to be seen only on
the picturesque island of the Ber-
mudas. There these flowers are raised
as a regular field crop. In value and
in the esteem of the inhabitants they
come next to the potato, though both
are less esteemed than the onion,
which is the staple crop of the is-
lands. Kb more beautiful sight can
be imagined than at this season of
the year greets the eye of the traveler
as he comes suddenly upon one of
these fields, hundreds of yards square,
and a mass of most fragrant white.

Unfortunately, the lily fields are
not in the most profitable state. The
beautiful bloom represents to its own-
ers waste, for the lilies should be
marketed in the form of buds. They
are cut from the stems ana packed in
cases, sixty-fou- r in a box, sent by ex-
press all over the United States. If
kept in a cool, dry place the buds
will remalnwithout opening for sev-
eral weeks, while by being placed in
water they can be brought to perfec-
tion in a day or two: or if the water
is slightly warmed, in a few hours.
This fortunate peculiarity of the lily
has made it possible for it to be trans-
ported, notwithstanding the long
journey. The culture was introduced
only a few years ago upon the Ber-
muda by an American gentleman,
Gen. Hastings. Some of the largest
fields are still owned by this gentle-
man, and it is said that on one of
them at any time in the season over
100,000 lilies may be seen in bloom at
the same time. Buffalo Expresi

Origin or the 1'ottage stamp.
The postage stamp is so generally

in use that it is difficult to realize that
it is but half a century old, though
as a matter of fact it is barely 50 years
since this convenient article was in-

troduced into the United States.
The stamp is a little older in Eng-
land, where, when first introduced,
it was sold in sheets, with no per-
foration holes to assist in tearing off
straight. The loss and inconvenience
which resulted from efforts to tear off
stamps in a hurry led to the Gover-nie- nt

offering a liberal price for a
patent whereby the difficulty could be
offset. The first man to come near
winning the prize was an aged
sailor, who perfected a stamping ma-
chine which cut the stamps nearly
apart, only leaving a small piece of
margin at each corner. While the
Postofllce Department was consider-
ing whether or not to adopt this, the
idea of perforating the sheets in rows
each way was submitted and accepted.
When a better quality of paper and
mucilage was used than now, this
plan answered admirably, and it has
been found so generally satisfactory
that no improvement has been at-
tempted upon it. Albany Express.

Millionaire Thief.
Not half a century ago a wealthy

New Yorker, who died recently,
missed from his picture gallery two
small but very valuable canvases. He
suspected everybody in the house. It
was said at the time that he accused
one of his sons, who was a little wild,
of having stolen the pictures in order
to raise on them money which his
father had refused him for his extrav-
agances. However, the facts re-

mained a mystery for some years.
Then an expressman delivered a pack-
age at the banker's door. In it were
the missing pictures, intact, as they
had been taken from their frames.
There was no mark or sign upon
them or the package to denote the
source from which their restoration
proceeded. The owner was as curi-
ous now as he had been furious be-

fore. He set a detective on the mat-
ter. The pictures were traced back-
ward, through the express office, to
the widow of one of the owner's most
intimate and trusted friends. This
man, himself a millionaire, crazed by
cupidity, for he was a collector of pic-

tures himself, had stolen them one
night after he had dined with their
owner.

A Persistent Ghost.
Huntington, Long Island, Is in a

ferment over the appeal ance of a
ghost. Mrs. Truman Brown died
some months a&ro from a cancer, and
during the past few weeks she has
been haunting her husband. She
comes in the night and wakes him
and gazes at him reproachfully, but
will say nothing to him. He tried to
talk to her; then he tried to catch
her; then he drew a revolver and shot
her. but all to no purpose. She still
comes to visit him and has taken to
bringing another ghost along with
her. He shot them both, but they
stood their ground until he tried to
lay hands on them, when they van-
ished, only to return the next night.
He is in despair and his neighbors are
intensely excited.

An Kxeelleat Title.
As the capitalist drove by in his

carriage, a stranger asked a policeman
who it was.

"Millionaire Brown," responded the
g. a t. p. curtly, as if everybody
ought to know.

"Um-cr,- " hesitated the stranger.
"Isn't that rather a queer first
name?"

"What's the matter with it?"
growled the copper. "You wouldn't
object to being called that, would
you? I'm sure I wouldn't."

We iiaye noticed that when 3'ou
te.l a woman her daughter is just the
image of her when she was that age,
the mother looks pleased, and the
daughter looks scared.
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